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Al the Renwick

THE DEMANDING CRAFT OF
creating mrned-wood ohjeds,
enr from thar untorgiving ma
terial as it sping on a lathe, was
once vonfined Jargely 1w high
school shop dasses, the home
workshop or the facuory

[t fior 70 or more years
nonw, wrtisans have appropri-
ated this rechnique, producing
sophisticated, sanstying pieces,
ranging from salad bowls w
erinkel boxes, vases and ab-
stract sculprures,

“wood Tmming since 1030,
at the Remwick Gallery from
March 15 through July 1,
traces the evolution of this in-
creasingly popular, and col-

lectille, craft form.

For more Smithsonian Instution
events, pleast go to wwwesmithse-
nianmag, oo,

Symbols in the Sand
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CHATE, MODELiNG CLAY
and 20 howls of brightly
colored sand might sound
more playful than prayerful
But nor Yor & band of Ti-
betan Buddhist monks, who
gathered this January in the
depths of the Smithsonian’s
Arthur M. Sackler Gallery
there to construcr a sacred
sand mandali—a tightly bal
anced, geomernc painting
depicring the cosmos and
Within
sacred
iconography, the mandala

attendant deities
this tradition ol

depicts the spiritual conbig:
urarion of the universe, usu
ally taking the form of con-
centric cireles

The monks were visiting
Washingion, 1LC | on an
extended tour of the United
Srares [rom rtheir base in
exile ar the Drepung Losel-
ing Monasrery in southern
India, when the events of
September u occurred. To
oller healing and protecnon
ra America, they tumed to
the same spiritual tool their
ancestors relied onin omes
of crisis and conflict: the
mandala. “We el ir was

moral duty [ro muke onel”

savs direcior Geshe Lobsang
‘T'enzin. From thousands of
prescribed ancient mandala
desimns, the Dalal Lama, the
monks’ spiritual teader:
chuse the image of the Bud-

dha Akshobhya, a deity of

steadfasmess.

During rheir two-week
residency at the Sackler, the
20 monks began and cnded
cach day with clanting and
meditating—a rirual punctu-
ated by the playing of
Jdrums, cymbals and homns,

1

e ringing of bells and the
donning of orange hats with
yellow crests Working in
small teams. the monks
crouched wver a chalk vut-
line, coaxing torth the edges
of a slowly widening, bril-
liantly hued civele of send.
When fmished, it would
measure almost soven feet in
dismerer —one of the largest
mude in the West,

Laboring in near silence

dhia Aleshabhya, Even a low
ridge ol modeling clay—a
wall enclosing the central
deity—disappeared under a
multisteiped  ribbon ol
sand  Pminstaking: Yes. "Bul
it iy more ahout devarion

than patience,” ohserves she-
drup Gyelesen, "You feel you
are doing something gond,
something very positive,”
Misrakes happen. “Put the
good thing ahoul sand s, 1l

Cansmructing an ephemeral masterplece, Pibetan monks at the
guckler waork in brillianthy hued sand to create s sacred painting.

and wirhout written nsorue-
tions, gach of the lour or five
monks on dury held in one
hand # cone-shaped metal
funnel, called a chak-pur,
through which the sand
lowed, much like ink
through a finc-tipped pen.
With the other hand, he
grasped a smull rod, scraping
2 grated ridge on the shaft of
the chak-pur and thereby
regularing the flow of sand,
As grain ateer fine grain
fell onto the rased surface,
sharply  ctched  1mapes
emerged: a lotus here, a
parasol there, next a wheel.
each surrounding the Bud-

ol pour over 1T, you can
hide 2 mistake,” says Geshe
Tobsang, smiling. Fe and
his companions plan to con-
struct mandalus in derzens ol
ather American cilles over
the next year.
with rhe completion of
rhe Saclder mandala January
27 omly one task remained;
o dismancle it and release
the sand inro the nearby
Tidal Basin, “It's a pesturs o
share the prayers and hless-
s with the whole world,”
savs Gushe Lobsang “And
to remind us of the imper-
manence of thing.”
—Wirroria Dawson
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